180                LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

CCXVII.

PARIS, Thursday', July 12, 1860.
I HAVE just finished a long report on
the Library of Paris. I lose my time in
meddling with what does not concern me.
I sometimes desire to write a novel, but
whenever I begin one some silly administra-
tive things are given to me to arrange.

CCXVIII.

LONDON, BRITISH MUSEUM,

July 20, 1860.

IT is very amiable of you, assuredly, not
to have sent me a word of farewell before
my departure. I shall not forgive you till
we meet. It takes me some time to become
accustomed, in London, to the singular light
of the town. It passes, apparently, through
brown gauze. I would return to-morrow
if you were in Paris. Good-by; I am not
pleased with you.t till September an
